Toledo (July, 1936)
TOLEDO, when I saw you die And heard the roof of Garmel crash, A spread-winged phoenix from its ash The Cross remained against the sky! With horns of flame and haggard eye The mountain vomited with blood, A thousand corpses down the flood Were rolled gesticulating by, And high above the roaring shells I heard the silence of your bells WhoVe left these broken stones behind Above the years to make your home, And burn, with Athens and with Rome, A sacred city of the mind.
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